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It has made her one of the most highly regarded women
in Europe. Louise Campbell, a beautiful woman, is an
American. She is the daughter of Wall Street's late Henry
Clews.
Her British husband, a captain in the Argyll and Suther-
land Highlanders, was captured at the time France fell. Her
husband wrote her from his prison camp, known only as
Camp" Offlag yCH. In his letter to their London home he
asked her to mail him a suit of woollen underwear. It was a
bitter German winter. When she sent it, she asked what
else she could supply. And in a postscript to this first letter,
Mrs. Campbell asked whether any of her husband's friends
would like to have her get something for them. Would
they ! They wanted a rubber sponge, an earphone, a' pipe.
They wanted special books. Could she send Making an
Etching, by Levon West ? Could she get a particular phono-
graph record ? Was it possible to find a certain-sized
mouthpiece for a clarinet ?
She found these things and she sent them.
Word spread like wildfire among the British prisoners
in Germany that an angel was alive. If you wrote her, you
would get the special thing you needed and longed for most
in the world. It might take time, but you would get it.
Write to Mrs. Ian Campbell.
Like Oren Root, Jr., and the Willkie petitions that began
with his postal card, Mrs. Campbell found herself snowed
under. She gave up everything to attend to these requests.
She got her London friends to help her. But still she
couldn't keep up. Louise Campbell was receiving as many
as five hundred letters a day.
Mrs. Campbell had never been in Portugal in her life,
but she moved to Lisbon. There she could handle her mail
to and from the continent on the continent itself. She
leased the'Casa Verde.
Still it grew. The Portuguese Government gave her the
use of an old palace in Lisbon. And, while Charles and I
were there, Portugal's Congress gave her the medal of the
order Humanidade e Filantropia.
Humanity and Philanthropy ! What irony that there
could be such an order in this Europe. What a pinprick of
light on this dark canvas. What is the canvas ? What are
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